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You look like that girl in an historical town
Who over seas was seized in exchange for a crown,
Or the woman who stood burning on a tall pyre,
Watching the flames consume, as did her desire.

You look like fable. Hung on a willow tree
The leaves weep for you, and leaves of a bible
Bear your footprint on every page of the corn,
Poppy, red with the history you have borne.

Birth is not the end, nor the babe in a stable,
Happy among straw who was honoured. He found
History put him on a cross with nails
And vinegar. That is true still.

You look like history, or rather that historical face .
That blazes through wars and scars with a look of

peace,

That has suffered history, is history, and lives
Like a beacon flaring among historical griefs.

You look like fable, myth, and the fairy tale,
But you are real as the boy was in the stable.
What agony is to suffer will still be true,
Though the future open up like a flower in you.

Can we know Birds from Shooting Stars

Can we know birds from shooting stars

Or judge the mountains on the moon,

What height, what shape they are, what heavenly

craters

Have been blasted or chiselled from their sides ?
If we can look through telescopes we see
The shadow of the mountains in the sea.